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Unexpected time 

warp 

By Gyasi Nettles 
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The day started like any other, I woke up tired, groggy, with my eyes crusted shut and 
proceeded to wake the rest of my family up so we could all get to work and school. 1 got dressed, 
washed up, ate, hopped in the car with the rest of my family, and got dropped off at the trolley 
station. But as 1 got on the trolley, that’s where things started to get weird. 1 got on and 
everyone was silent, not “public transportation” silent but dead silent. Then, a few stops down, 
everything went pitch black. Instead of hearing the panicked murmurs of someone in a trolley car 
that just went dark, 1 heard the distinct clanging of a coin being dropped onto the metal floor, 
followed with faint indiscernible whispers. 1 began to hear the whispers swell up into a roar and 
culminated in a raging sonic “Booooom!” 

A little while after 1 could see again. Specifically, 1 could see a silver dollar at my feet. 
Naturally, as someone who’s always broke, I knelt down to pick it up without hesitation. But 
when 1 got back up, everything was different. It was raining. The air tasted and smelled sour. 1 
was in an extremely grimy, muddy, and long ditch with some sort of wood paneling for a 
semi-floor. From the number of times 1 had seen them in video games, 1 came to the swift 
deduction that 1 was in a World War one era trench, probably in France. As 1 regai ned my 
bearings and senses, 1 began to notice the deafening sound of continuous gunfire. 

Wherever 1 was, 1 knew 1 had to get away from Immediate danger. From the other side 
of the trench I heard someone scream “ARTILLERY!” and what followed was the loudest thing 
1 had ever heard. To put it simply, it was so debilitatingly loud that it took me back down to my 
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hands and knees. As I fought back to my feet, A rugged man in a soldiers uniform 
embroidered with the words “Brown, Aaron” as well as a Harlem Hellfighters insignia suddenly 
appeared-seemingly out of nowhere-and began shouting out to me. “Get up! And what's wrong 
with your clothes!”. Before 1 could utter a syllable, 1 heard a loud “Crraaack!” and the man in 
front of me went down. As his body hit the floor, my entire body was hit with a sharp pain all 
over and the air was stolen from my throat. My entire body began to throb with pain as 1 
convulsed in place. 1 fell to the floor again, but this time it was easier to get up. 

When 1 got up 1 felt a renewed strength. It seemed like 1 was a bit taller, and 1 no longer 
noticed the sourness of the air around me. Before 1 could process what had just happened, 
another soldier began shouting at me, “Brown! Get ready to move!” 1 looked down at myself 
and I realized that my school clothes and bag were gone and were replaced with a gun slung 
across my shoulder and a soldiers uniform embroidered with the name “Brown, Aaron”. The 
realization of what had happened hit me harder than the artillery strike. 

For the third time, 1 was on the ground and in an instant the new soldier was over me, 
helping me up. 1 didn’t dare look at his nametag in fear that 1 would be him next. Lucky for me 
“getting ready to move” was a lot easier for me than anyone else. We were “getting ready” to 
charge, and hopefully take the enemy trench but, lucky me, the enemies had already fled to a 
position further back, but as 1 would soon learn the battle wasn’t over yet. 
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As I hear calls around the new trench to “Get ready to charge again, it’s about to get 
hairy! ’ I feel a wave of dread come over me as 1 know that things were about to become difficult 
and 1 didn’t even know how to properly fire my gun. 

As someone who has been to one of the worst battlefields of all time without firearm 
training, 1 can tell you with certainty that that is the last place you wanna be. Enter “getting 
hairy”. From what 1 can remember it wasn’t very surprising. 

Everything was just how you’d expect it to be. Deafeningly loud, 1 couldn’t see 10 feet in 
front of me thanks to all of the smoke and fog, all the war stuff, par for the course, but what 
surprised me was when 1 saw the soldier who helped me up just minutes ago tumble to the 
ground, smack in the middle of no man’s land. 1 must say, after seeing two people get shot in 
rapid succession, 1 was beginning to be desensitized. What wasn’t the same? The second man's 
screaming and writhing. 1 realized that he was still alive and that 1 had to do something. But 
what? My frantic brain settled on dragging him back to the previous trench, a chore that proved 
easier said than done. Even with my new body, dragging him back was probably the hardest thing 
I’ve had to do in my life. 1 could never figure out how to carry him, and coupled with the pain of 
bearing the man's weight and his unceasing screams, it made the chore near impossible. The task 
was comparable to hauling a 200-pound bag full of the rarest, most life-saving medicine that 
could spontaneously combust if you’d drag it wrong. 



8 


However insurmountable the task of dragging a wounded man across tbe active warzone 
of no man's land seemed, I did it. Then tbe weirdest thing began to happen. My vision began 
clouding up until everything was completely black and tbe deafening roar of battle was suddenly 
silenced and tbe replaced with those same frantic whispers. Once again 1 saw tbe silver dollar at 
my feet. 1 knelt down to pick it up again, feeling a little deja vu, and when 1 stood back up, 1 was 
me again, still aboard tbe same trolley to school. Not believing what bad just happened, 1 gazed 
down at my bands and 1 see tbe silver dollar in them, except now it was pure gold... 
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Winter 

Nightmare 

By Catalina Morales 
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It’s December 24, 2019. Mom and I went over to my grandma’s bouse. “You can open 
all your presents tonight and then go open presents from your father tomorrow”, my mom said as 
she slips her glass full of wine. Mom always had this tradition of opening everything Christmas 
Eve. My mom’s side of the family was from Germany so every year we followed this German 
tradition. 1 started opening my presents and mom hands me a small box with a ribbon on top. 

As 1 open the box 1 can tell what it is. My eyes widen as 1 take the necklace out. My 
great grandmother passed it down to my grandma, then my mom. Now 1 couldn’t be happier, 
“thank you so much mom”, 1 said loudly as my grandma takes pictures of me. 1 really couldn’t 
ask for a better present than this. The necklace was a lock it, with a picture of the small town my 
great grandmother lived in back in Germany. 

An hour goes by and as soon as I know it, I’m opening my very last present which was a 
new pair of shoes. As 1 thank my grandma for having us, she whispers in my ear “Take care of 
the necklace, your great grandmother would’ve of wanted you to have it”. 1 smiled and then 
helped my mom carry all our stuff to the car. As we drove off, 1 started to feel dizzy and 
nauseous. My head is spinning and my eyes started to get blurry. 1 started to breathe heavily. 
“Catalina are you ok? What’s wrong!”, my mom says in a worried voice. As she asks me that 
question, my eyes closed and all 1 see are stars. 

1 wake up in the middle of the village, lying in a pile of snow with a bag next to me. The 
cold breeze hits me, but for some reason it’s comforting. As 1 lift up my body, 1 see families in 
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trench coats and stockings. I say to myself, “isn’t it 2019? No one wears that stuff anymore”. I 
had no idea where I was. I opened up the bag that was next to me. There was a German 
dictionary, a blanket, water, a knife, food, a sleeping bag, and clothes. “A German dictionary?”, 

1 repeated. 1 was so confused about what had happened. 

1 get myself up and see a large wall with tons of police officers around it. 1 knew exactly 
where 1 was but no idea how or why. 1 ran to an alley and carried the bag with me. My first 
instinct was to put the clothes on that were in the bag because 1 didn’t want to look out of place. 
As 1 start to pull out the packed clothes, 1 hear a deep voice talking to me. 1 turn to face the 
voice and my body freezes, not because of the weather. 1 knew who this man was right when 1 
saw his uniform. He was a stasi. 1 remember learning about the Berlin wall in school so 1 was 
familiar with the stasi. He keeps speaking German to me but 1 understand nothing. My first 
thought is to run so that’s what 1 did. 

1 drop the bag and run as fast as 1 can. The stasi runs after me blowing his whistle to call 
for more stasi’s. 1 run behind homes but every time 1 look back there’s a new stasi. 1 see the wall 
in a distance but there’s no other way for me to run without getting cornered by more stasi’s. 1 
slow down as 1 get surrounded by big men with guns. I get stopped and pushed to the ground. 

All 1 hear is yelling in German. My face is pushed to the ground while other stasi’s tie my hands 
behind my back. 1 get put into an old looking van and taken to a large facility. 1 get grabbed and 
taken into the facility. 1 see a sign that says “Nach Osten”. 1 knew that meant East. 1 was on the 
East side of Berlin which was the worst side to be on during the whole wall going up. The 
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Eastside was communists and war. I was in trouble and I needed to escape. Who knew wbat they 
were going to do to me! 

Right before we entered tbe door, I ripped off tbe rope and pushed one of them 
out-of-the-way so I could run. 1 begin to run again. People stare at me in shock. 1 run straight 
and look behind me and there’s no one chasing me. 1 slow down and run into a gated area. 
There’s a bench 1 see with the vines everywhere. I’ve never been so thirsty and hungry in my life. 

1 laid down, trying to relax and think why this had to happen to me 

As my eyes start to close, 1 hear footsteps approaching me. “Don’t move”, 1 hear, in a 
deep German accent. He lunges towards me and 1 swing my fist. 1 throw on my body strength at 
him. He’s trying to pin me down but my hand swing trying to get out. 1 have so much fear and all 
1 can do is swing my arms. He grabs my throat with one hand and reaches over his shoulder with 
his other hand, grabbing his gun. 

As he’s yelling in my face in German with one hand grabbing my throat, he pulls the gun 
up to my head. 1 barely can breathe and all 1 try to do is speak. “1 didn’t do anything! 1 don’t 
even know how 1 got here! ” He loads the gun and 1 hear the clicking that comes before the fire. 1 
close my eyes as tears dripping down my face. 

1 see the stars again. Seconds later 1 wake up in fear but all 1 see is a dashboard. 
“Catalina! Are you ok?” 1 hear. 1 Lunging towards my mom and give her the biggest hug ever. 


I’ve never been happier to see her and 1 was so glad whatever had just happened was finally over. 
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Escape 

by Carlos Jimenez 
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I had turned 16 today. My mom told me that we were gonna move to Arizona and a city 
called Sedona because of a job that she had gotten. When we arrived at our new house it wasn’t 
bad. The house wasn’t big it was a good size and it was a brownish color and bunch of plants 
everywhere that were my mom’s favorite plants which were daisy’s. But 1 was scared of a change 
in my life especially since my father had just passed away. When 1 entered my new home it was 


nice and my room wasn’t bad either. But as 1 was unpacking 1 felt dizzy, so 1 went to lay do 


wn 


on the floor and when 1 opened my eyes 1 was outside in front of a field. 

As 1 get up 1 see people farming and exhausted. They were wearing jeans or a pair of 
slacks and hats. 1 see a man with short curly hair, caramel skin tone, and skinny but muscular 
approaches me saying “ Ay compa, get up it’s not break, vamos apurate levantate”. 1 was 
confused about everything. So 1 replied by saying “ mande... who are you? “ and he says “ Tio 
Marcos come on compa, that sun must be hitting you” he starts to laugh for a moment and says 
I’m not playing, get up time to work “. and 1 say “ yeah yeah... where are we? He then tells me 
that we are in Houston, Texas 1953. 1 then reply by saying “oh yeah” with confusion wondering 


w 


hy I am here. 


As we were walking up to the farm, Tio Marcos tells me to peel the hojas de la elote. As 
1 walk up to the cornfield 1 see these two boys my age and they are picking baskets and putting 
them in stocks. I then ask him “what’s there names?”. He then tells me “ Wow that sun is 


hitting you pretty hard huh... there your cousins Mateo and Michael “ he started to laugh. 1 tell 


him 


yeah it really is today” with an awkward laugh. And then a man approached me who has 
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brown curly bair, with a white shirt and red overalls, and is a caramel skin tone. “^Mijo como 
estas?” 1 said “ Bueno, pero que es tu nombre?” then my tio Marcos was like “He hasn't 

been himself be keeps asking what's our names when we're a family” he then says “ My name is 
Tio George, pero quieres sentar?” And 1 replied by saying “ No gracias, I'm gonna work, pero 
gracias.’ ’ And as 1 and Tio Marcos start to walk to the field we hear cars in the back like 
multiple, and as they pulled up in front of the field there were big cars to fill up lots of people in 
there. And then we see multiple Border patrols getting out of the car saying “ I WANT ALL 

OF YOU TO COME HERE AND DON’T SPEAK” 

1 was terrified for me and my family. As we lined up, a Border Patrol comes up to my tio 
saying “HOW ARE YOU HERE ? ” with an angry tone. My Tio replies by saying “ Bracero 
Program “ but as 1 looked to the corner of my right eye 1 see a guy trying to run. Then a Border 
Patrol notice, so he ran up to him and hit the guys leg with a baton. The man then screams in 
pain. The Border patrol then says “DON’T EVER TRY TO RUN AWAY... DO YOU HEAR 
ME, BEANER?”. 1 was furious. So 1 said, “ HEY LEAVE HIM ALONE!”. And my Tio told 
me to stop but 1 didn’t listen. From there they started to come towards me and my Tio and 
suddenly grabs us. 

But I then noticed that my tio and cousins weren’t anywhere to be found. As we were 
being pushed into a van I see my cousins and my Tia Laura hiding behind a building. 1 see my Tio 
his telling her kids something. All of a sudden 1 see my cousin Mateo distracting a group of 
guards and my other cousin Michael is distracting another group of guards. 1 then see my Tio 
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George coming up to us and opening the door. As we get out of the truck, we thanked him, my 
Tio then gives him a hug, I just wanted to get far away and be safe because I was terrified if they 
caught us. So my Tia gives my her kids a hand sign saying “ come on we’re done “. They then 
look at Tia laura and start to run towards us. We started to laugh because the guards looked 
confused. So we all ran for a long period of time. When we hid, we saw a lot of police cars 
passing by us and we saw a few people in the back. 

My Tio Marcos then says “ We were lucky to get away or else we would’ve been sent 
back to Mexico and be miserable”. He tells his kids that he was proud of them for distracting the 
guards for their mom because if they never had distracted the guards we would’ve never escaped. 
He then gives them a hug and a kiss. When 1 saw that 1 was upset because 1 wish 1 still had my 
dad around and to see my mom again. My Tio then asks me “ Que pasa” and 1 replied by saying 
Nada, estoy bien”, and then he says are you sure and 1 said “Yes” 

It’s the next day, we were walking further away from the patrols, we started to see more 
Hispanics being taken from their homes or in the field. When we arrived at a place where there 
were beds everywhere, my Tio Marcos says “Esto es todo lo que tenemos” and 1 felt welcomed 
and my Tio George started to make dinner and told my cousins to set up the table. I then asked 


w 


hat is my tio George is making and he replied by saying “ estoy cocinando enchiladas” 


As my uncle said he was gonna go get some water outside, where there was a river we 


hear sirens and got louder by the second. As 1 walked outside 1 see my uncle talking to the 
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border patrol. 1 beard tbe officer saying “ IS THERE ANYONE ELSE IN THAT HOUSE” my 
tio then says no just me. Tbe officer then says “YOUR COMING WITH ME”. My uncle then 
figbts back and says “LEAVE ME ALONE” and was refusing. So then a big man comes up to 
my uncle and start beating bim with a bare fist and throws him in tbe car. When I saw that my 
heart dropped and I see them driving off. 

As I was trying to run to tbe car I see my Tio George grabbing saying no we can’t save 
bim this time and I said “WE CAN” we have to try. And as we were getting ready It started 
going black, I see darkness and I fall to tbe ground. 1 bad awoken and I see my phone next to me 
and it’s still tbe same date but one hour gone from today as of 2019. I tell myself 1 need to go 
back and help Tio Marcos and tbe family. I just don’t know bow to go back to help them to get 
my uncle back. 
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Then And Back 

Again 

By: Alondra Rivera 


I remember feeling as much as bearing tbe tremendous clap of thunder. Tbe lightning 
strike that followed was too bright, too sudden for me to process. When I arrived, 1 remember 
thinking I’m not in San Diego anymore, then 1 realized 1 wasn’t even in my home anymore. 
Where the hell am 1? A unsettling feeling started to build up on me there was something 
strongly wrong. At that point, 1 realized everything looks so different. Cars look very different, 
painted with black with purple and white strobe lights that gave it a glow. Women around me are 
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wearing blazers, pencil skirts and low beel. Men are wearing sport suits. No one wears this type 
of clothing anymore. As 1 start walking 1 come across an appliance shop with lots black and 
white TV’s similar to the one my grandmother had. 

Besides me, there's a newspaper stand, and 1 grab one with the title of “ El Diario 
Vasco”. 1 started flipping the pages, and noticed none of the words make sense. Some of the 
words were similar to Spanish speaking regions so 1 thought that 1 had to be in South America. 
A group of men walk past me, and 1 start to walk towards them asking if they could help me. 
They stepped back giving me a alarmed look. 1 start to explain my situation to the men. As soon 
as I reach into my pocket for my dictionary, the men suddenly start running away. “Wait 
stop..please!” 1 yelled out. Why did they run away? 1 opened the newspaper hoping to find 
something that will help me understand where 1 am. The newspapers usually has a header which 
includes the title, page number, and date of publication. 1 quickly went back to the front page 
and right under the title, in small font was the following “ San Sebastian-Martes 15, 1959”. 

”1959?” I repeated to myself. My heartbeat suddenly started beating at the pace of a 
cheetah. Right away the thought that 1 was going to die clouded my mind. 1 felt an intense bolt 
of fear. 

My breathing becomes shallow as 1 desperately try to get air into my lungs. My knees 
immediately turned to jello and 1 collapsed on the floor sobbing as world around me blurs. 

1 wake up, and to my surprise 1 was lying on my bed with a pounding headache. My 
vision is starting to become clear and 1 suddenly realize I’m back at home. The feeling of joy 
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rushes through my body and I couldn’t be happier. Minutes later 1 grab my keys and exit my 
house finding myself driving to the nearest library. Where 1 then start my research on San 
Sebastian 1959. Hours pass and I've most likely flipped and read so many books I've lost count. 
I’ve gathered a lot of information about the political problem that is happening in 1959. 1 hope 
it will help me in the future. 1 also checked out a Dua Euskaraz which translates to a Basque 
Dictionary. After exiting the library 1 noticed an antique shop right down the street. 

As 1 enter a old lady greets me offering if she could help. 1 then ask if she has any 1950 
items that she would like to sell to me. 

“oh yes follow me” she says. 1 walk and look around at the antique photographs, 
elaborate frames, beautiful designs, , cameras, and collectibles . As the path ends, 1 look into a 
room in the back where it looks like there’s handbags, animal skin, gloves, belts, scarfs ,one 
strap leather backpacks , and everything that was used in the 1950’s. As 1 continue my journey 
across the store, 1 notice a leather backpack similar to the one the guy was carrying. As 1 check 
it out and make my way towards the exit the old lady hands me a small bag which contains 
“Spanish pesetas”. “This should complete your collection.” she said. 

It was dark outside. 1 spent the whole day gathering things together that will help me if 1 
traveled back. As I’m arriving home 1 immediately start to put everything inside my backpack 
then head to the living room. 1 made my way to the bathroom and showered and washed away 
the sweat. 1 then put on the backpack this time i will be prepared. 
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It's Happening, again my room slowly starts to fade and so does the objects. My vision 
becomes foggy. Suddenly everything started to get very bright. Before 1 could grasp onto 
something, 1 was gone. As r m opening my eyes, a slowly a high pitched noise follows, and 
increasingly gets louder and louder. 1 cover my ears hoping it fades away. 1 slowly start to get 
up, opening my eyes to a crowd of people looking at me 1 look around and notice I'm on stage. 
All that came to mind was to run and so 1 did. The moment 1 ran 1 could hear men chasing after 
me. They must have thought I was a spy that appeared in an advanced way and sent by Franco. 
As 1 keep running 1 find a possible hiding places in the woods where I immediately change 
clothes to avoid any more attention. As I’m putting on a new set of clothes 1 realize 1 need a map 
along with a place to stay that is isolated, maybe an elderly's home or a boarding house. 1 make 
sure no one is looking and walk out of the bushes. 

It’s starting to get dark outside and 1 still haven't found shelter. As 1 had my bag with me 
1 had more possibility of getting robbed so 1 go back into the woods where 1 first went, and 1 
found a place where 1 can hide my stuff to keep it safe. As i start digging not to far from a pile of 
rocks, 1 realized that 1 didn’t check my surroundings. As I’m digging 1 can feel someone staring at 
me. I quickly try to cover my bag when 1 hear the bushes rattle. Next thing 1 know I’m being 
cornered by three guys. 1 was being robbed, they undigged my bag. 1 try to fight back, but only 
end up managing to injure one of them. The guy and his crew pin me to the ground and start 
beating me. 
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As I feel the pain go through my body and face, everything suddenly goes dark. As I’m 
down on the ground 1 can see them opening my bag and taking the Spanish peseta. Everything 
goes dark faint again. 1 open my eyes slowly to the patting of a warm cloth. 1 then react fast, 
causing me to feel pain all over as if 1 was being poked by needles all at once. The elderly lady 
shushes me, and 1 go quiet. Days pass and my body has healed a bit. In exchange for a place to 
stay, I’ve been helping and doing anything there is to do around her house. 1 get sent to get 
groceries which is 1 mile away from the house, it was a beautiful morning there were birds 
chirping and 1 was walking along the rocky path. The road was empty and quiet. All of a sudden, 
from a distance, a loud screech coming from a car was zooming fast behind me. It came to a stop 
and 2 men came out forcing me into the car by two men. 

One of the guys covered my mouth with a cloth making me feel drowsy. The chloroform 
seemed to graze into my mouth and nostrils causing me to fall into a deep sleep. After hours of 
intense sleep, 1 woke up. My heart was beating really fast, 1 shivered as the cold air entered my 
body and bones. Tears began to run down my face. 1 tried to resist the urge to panic. My mouth 
was covered with strong tape. 1 needed to scream but 1 was unable to. 

As 1 scanned the area. It seems to be a basement, the windows where on the sides 
covered in newspaper, and the only light that appeared was poor, and it came from the other side 
of the room. 

The door slowly opens and the stairs start to reek as two of the men are coming down the 
stairs. He walked towards me with a cruel smile while his friend was following behind him. 1 



26 


think they were speaking Euskara which was the Basque language. 1 wouldn't have understood. 1 
started to panic, the thought of them planning ways to torture me came to mind. 1 wanted to get 
up and escape but it was impossible. One of the men suddenly said something with a demanding 
voice. As soon as the tape was taken off my mouth 1 wanted answers. 

“Who are you?” 1 yelled. 

“Why did you bring me here!” 

“Please, let me go!” 1 cried 

No answer from them. 

My voice raised full of anger. 

"Em TALKING to you!" 1 demand. In a split second his arm swung around pain flowed 
through my body as my head crushed against the concrete. My head ached and my vision was 
grey and dim. 

As 1 tried to focus on the man. All I could hear was them laughing. They began to walk 
around me giving me a cruel smile. 1 shut my eyes, 
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start to cry, and convince myself that this is only a bad dream. He then grabbed my hair 
and dragged me across the room as a hunter does to its prey. He then lifted me back up and he 
then pulls out a blade from his waist and held it up against my neck saying something that 
sounded like a threat. 1 didn’t quite understand, but it was pretty clear that he will slit my throat. 
Suddenly 1 feel a raging pain debilitating my body. 1 start to comprehend that my eyes are 
practically shut. As my vision gets foggier the pain becomes unbearable. It felt as 1 were being 
torn apart. My eyes were tightly shut and 1 hoped this meant I was going home. 

Everything went black. It felt as if 1 slept for days but when 1 woke up, 1 felt emotionally 
and physically drained. 1 was still tied to the chair. 1 slowly shuffled my way to the kitchen where 
1 then grabbed a knife and managed to cut myself from the rope. 1 let out a sigh of disbelief, then 


fall into a horrific, but deep sleep. 


10 years pass and once in awhile when Em cooking and reach over for a knife, flashbacks 
enter my head. 1 haven’t gotten dizzy nor has my vision turned to dust, but 1 always wonder if 1 
will ever go back, and will 1 be lucky enough to come back? 
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Going Backwards 

By Emma Russo 


I woke up from a deep sleep with the sun beating on my face. I just bad gotten out of 
work as a nurse, so I needed a nap. Waking up I expected to bear my irritating street with cars 
swerving by, but instead something else happened. 

1 woke up in what seemed to be a dirt field with old broken bouses around it. It looked to be 
afternoon. The air was filled with dark greyish smoke. 1 was so confused, and was now starting to 
cough. I quickly got up and removed the dirt off my clothes and covered my mouth with my 
elbow. 1 suddenly realized 1 was in a dark brown camisa instead of my nightgown. 
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“Hello?” Anybody?” 1 yelped.. 

Then, a family came out from a torn up bouse. 

“Hello? Ma’am, do you need help? Wby are you out in tbe open like this, that is dangerous.” A 
lady asked concerningly, in spanisb. 

This lady looked like sbe’d been running for quite a while. Her clothing was grey, and all torn up 
Her kids were biding behind tbe door frame in tbe home behind her. As soon as she starts 
approaching me, 1 start to recognize her. She and her family, look familiar. She tried to reach her 
band out but 1 quickly jerked away. 

“Ob- 1 can help myself clean up thank you,” 1 said politely. 

“So what exactly is going on?” 1 asked. 

“We’re trying to take cover miss, we don’t have much time to explain but we are at war with tbe 
Americans, did you forget? Are you sure you’re from around here?” Asked tbe confused lady. 
Right when she said that 1 soon realized that 1 was not in 2019.1 looked around and saw a sign 
that said “ Chandler, Arizona". It bad to have been tbe 1800’s. 1 started realizing that 1 bad time 
traveled, but tbe lady didn’t need to know that. Ob, tbe things 1 can imagine them doing to me if 
they found out. 1 bad to think of something quick- 
“Oh yeah! Must’ve got knocked out from a fall.” 1 said quickly. 


CRASH, BOMB. 
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It was a large cannonball, uneven looking, crashing into bouses nearby. Pieces from tbe 
cottage started flying everywhere. Ashes were covering the area. 

People were now beginning to scatter like ants, and you could hear screams from miles- and 
close. 

I turn quickly to see a mother with her daughter. Her daughter was lying on the floor without a 
leg, and her mother was holding her with blood all over her hands. As she was crying she was 
screaming out “Help please somebody!”. A soldier came by on a horse, and helped the mother 
and her daughter on top, then galapped away. The lady that once approached me before grabs my 
hand quickly. 

“Quick! We have to get out of here!” She yelled. 

As she grabbed me we started running the other direction away from the destruction her children 
right behind us with a terrified look. We ran for what miles felt like years, and for what years felt 
like centuries. We managed to find a cottage to hide out in, either for the night or for a while. 
“Mateo, Elena- Check the house. We need to find supplies for our next run away.” The mother 
said. 

“Ma, 1 found canned cranberries!” Said Mateo excitedly. 

“Nooo I helped you find those!” exclaimed Elena. 

1 was sitting on a chair in the dining room and giggled, while watching the mother handle her 
children quick and easy. 
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“I’m sorry I never told you my name, it’s Lola.” Said the mother. 

“We’ve been running for quite a while, and recently-’’ She got quieter. 

“They lost their father.” She said. 

“Oh, I’m so sorry.” 

I really did feel bad for her. I just don't know how to portray my feelings and love for her in this 
time period. If there was anything I could do to prevent that from happening to her children, 
then by all means... 

“I try to never bring it up in front of them anymore, it was a crucial day for all of us- but they 
need water so they don’t get dehydrated. 1 think 1 saw a well on the side, do you mind grabbing 
some water?” Asked Lola. 

“Yeah yeah, I’ll look for a bucket to fill up,” 1 said. 

“Also, my name is Sofia,” 1 said. 

Lola gave me a smile and watched me walk out. 

As they stayed inside to rest 1 went out to search for a bucket. 1 checked other cottages 
next door, and around them. Then about 3 cottages down I found an empty bucket. As 1 was 
making my way toward the water well, 1 started to hear footsteps. It didn't quite bother me 
because 1 assumed it’s also people looking for a space to stay. 

Then, out of nowhere 1 felt a hand on my shoulder. That same hand threw me around. 1 stopped 
in my tracks and dropped the bucket. 
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“You. You are the lady that time traveled!” Said a man. 

“Wha- What 1 don't know what you’re talking about sir?” 1 said nervously. 

“Don’t play dumb with me miss! 1 saw you appear. 1 was hiding behind a house when 1 heard 
you call out!” Said the man. 

1 told h im to keep his voice down and that I simply was the girl who time traveled, because there 
was no way he would believe my excuses at this point. 

“A-HA! Oh, wait till 1 tell the diggings about this.” Said the furious man. 

“The diggings?” 1 asked confused. 

“The soldiers camp. They will tear you apart- and that family of yours.” 

1 begged the man not to say anything about my adventure here, it could affect the family, and 
could possibly kill me. The man told me 1 have to do whatever he says, in order for him to keep 
quiet. 1 agreed. 

1 made it back to the cottage with the bucket of water. 1 plopped it down onto the table 
and wiped the sweat off my forehead. 

“Are you alright?” Asked Lola. 

“Ooh oh- yes I’m okay, just hot.” 1 said. 

Mateo and Elena were running around still. Luckily that was Lola’s distraction and she wouldn’t 
find out I’m not actually from here. 

Just a few minutes later, a small knock was at the door. Lola steps away from the small 
amount of boiling water she has placed on the cast iron stove, and answered the door. 
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“Hello, 1 assume you guys are also hiding out. We have a medium sized Town up ahead if you 
guys would like to stay there? If they asked where you came from, say George sent you.” Said 
the deep voice with a smile. 

1 couldn't believe my ears, it was the man from earlier! He’s trying to move us closer to him so 
he can hold me accountable. 1 started to get up and walk towards the door. 

“Uuh 1 think we are fine-” 1 got cut off. 

“Of course! My children need a safe place to stay” Said Lola excitedly. 

Mateo and Elena grabbed all the food they could find and Lola grabbed the bucket of 
water. While we were on our way to the camp, my heart was racing and my fingers were 
trembling. 

About 20 minutes later we made it to the camp. George put us in a little home with stuff 
he also provided. He began to pull me to the side and said if 1 tried to leave this town, everybody 
would find out 1 had, time traveled. 

For weeks and weeks, it was the same routine. Wake up early before everybody else, go 
out and look, or in some cases steal food and supplies, bring it to George’s spot, and leave. 
During this routine, 1 realized George was a father and had kids of his own. Almost everyday 1 
would try to get George to get me off the hook, but nothing worked. Then one day 1 found a 
chance, and came up with an idea. 

I knocked on George’s door one early morning. George came to it quick. He answered 
the door and stepped outside. 
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“Hey hey, this isn’t apart of the routine!” He yelled quietly. 

“You are going to wake my kids.” He folded his arms and looked away in a distance. 

“Look 1 can’t do this anymore, you can tell the soldiers that 1 time traveled just don’t bring my 
family into it, please. 1 can’t keep getting up early everyday for you!” 1 yelled. 

George was in shock, he looked confused. He finally looked over to me and uncrossed his arms. 
He sighed in disbelief. 

“You’re right. I’ve realized that the soldiers won’t believe me.” Said George. 

“Yeah and you got kids, a family. You wanna put mine through that? Were all running.” 1 said. 
George agreed, and finally decided to drop the threat on me. 1 snuck back to my home and fell 
back asleep. 

1 woke up and 1 was back home. Everything was the same and in place. Suddenly my 
room door was busted down, and my dad was standing there while my sister ran in. 

“Dude! Where have you been?!” My sister yelled. 

“The Mexican American-War ,” 1 said calmly. 

“How did you-”. 1 suddenly cut her off. 

“It’s a long story...” 
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The Burden of the 
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Numbness began to permeate into my legs, leaving me with a burning pins and needles 
sensation. 1 collapse to tbe ground, wincing and groaning in agony as tbe numbness rises up my 
body. 1 attempt to move my limbs, but tbe pain is reigning over me. “/ can’t move... I can’t feel... 
I feel weak.... I feel like, I’m disintegrating... ’’ 1 think, feeling too weak to even move a muscle. 
My visual perception clouds into whiteness. 1 close my eyes to relieve tbe pain, hoping 1 will feel 
better in just.... “A moment.... It will just take.... Time .” 

“What is she doing lying on tbe floor? She needs to resume cleaning tbe kitchen!” 1 
beard from a sharp whisper. “Wake her up!” They demand. 

“Ouch. Yes master,” 1 bear yet another whisper, sounding like a woman. Unexpectedly, two 
sharp jabs in tbe ribs leave me in more soreness as 1 realize 1 am now conscious.“Now is not tbe 
time to be sleeping, Negro!” A man, hollars closely at me as my vision becomes more clear. A 
pale, white, scowling face gradually appears in front of me. “Get back to wo rk!” be exclaims, 
piercing my gaze with bis malicious look. Dressed in black and white, a distinctly shaped bat, and 
beard, be already seemed malicious enough. 1 dust tbe dirt off my blue flower-printed calico 
material gown, bodice, tbe petticoat, and white apron that layers atop of it. A lace cap lays above 
my bead with leather shoes. Somehow, 1 woke up to a new pair of clothing, and stand back on 
my feet. 1 find myself still feeling weak and didn’t have enough energy to rebuke at tbe man. 

Dirty pots, kettles, and women of color walk around in what seems to be tbe kitchen surround 
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me. I spot a door and walk towards it. In the distance, I could see men of color out in the fields, 
looking as if they are harvesting cotton growing from it. 1 glance to my left, and notice the same 
man who yelled in my face with a gripping and caressing a whip that rests in his hands, staring 
out into the field of working men. 1 glance toward his direction, immediately wishing 1 could 
unsee what 1 saw. “How did I get here? Why am I where? Where am I? This place is a hell hole, 
especially for people who look like me. ” 

“You there,” A woman calls in my direction. You must get back to work. Master is returning 
shortly, and if we are not attending to the kitchen, we are going to suffer,” She adds. 1 glance in 
her eyes, and notice a purple bruise on the bottom of her eyes. 

“She must’ve been hit by the one they call master when she found me on the floor,” 1 
subconsciously remarked. 

Out of curiosity, 1 ask, “What is the master’s name?” 

“ Master Will iam Edwards. But do not call him by his name. He much rather prefers to be called 
master. He is a short-tempered man, who focuses on nothing but belittling negroes in such 
terrible ways. He is allies with many other slave owners, and it is almost impossible to escape 
from his clutches because he knows the people that work with him. If 1 was you, I would 
continue to sweep the kitchen floor,” she says. 1 grab a broom and begin to sweep the dusty 
wooden floor. “You must be new. 1 have never seen you before,” she adds on. “What is your 
name? He inquires. 
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“Abigail,” I respond. “What is yours?” I inquire back. 

“Lucy,” she says with a sigh and walks away. “Whatever you do Abigail, do not disobey the 
master. Do what be asks, immediately without question,” Lucy reminds me. 

“Thank you,” 1 respond. Working until the evening, 1 have accomplished sweeping the Edwards 
household, washing pots and kettles, and cooking supper. 1 began to clean up the mess the family 
has made and swept the floor once again. 1 come upon a coin that looks distinctly different from 
the coins 1 am familiar with. “1810...” it reads. 1 gasp, and drop it in my track. “This isn’t right. 1 
don’t know why the hell I’m here, but 1 sure as hell need to not be here. 1 don’t belong here, and 
1 don’t think I can handle what happens here.... 1 need to escape,” 1 declare as Lucy cleans pots. 
“Abi gail, do you know how risky it is to leave this town? The master-’’ 

“I don’t care what the master will do!” 1 exclaim. “1 don’t know if you’ll understand Lucy, but 
I’m from 2019, two hundred years from where we are right now. 1 came back in time to this 
terrible era of time, and 1 need to get out. 1 don’t belong here. 1 don’t know what goes on around 
here, but I’m sure as hell that it’s extremely twisted. And you’re suffering from it- all the 
oppression. You’re getting beaten and abused just for your skin tone. Hell, negroes died because 
of that. 1 must make it my mission to return to my time, even if worse comes to worst. ” 1 say. 

I’m leaving. Goodbye Lucy,” 1 say stepping out the door. 

“Abi-” Her voice trails off. 

“1 don’t care about what she has to say right now. 1 can’t live in this place forever.” I mumble to 


myself walking with a slight march in my step. 
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I motioned to the right, only to spot a glimmer of light in the distance. A white man is holding 
his whip, a man who looks fairly similar to the man 1 saw earlier today. "Wait, that's William 
Edwards!" 1 realize recognizing his hat and beard. 1 see people with him but this time, 1 don’t 
think his comrades were there. They were slaves. A black man of color, shirtless, kneeling face 
away from the white man, hands tied around his back, wiggling in attempts to break the restraint. 
Nothing is audible but the constant use of racial slurs that come out of William’s mouth. The 
black man groans and shakes in pain as the whip slashes his back. Redness oozes out the slashes, 
making his shoulder blades almost visible. Every time the slave was struck with the whip, it 
almost as if 1 was the one being struck. Shivers began to trickle down my spine. Everything 1 saw 
agonizing to witness, but 1 just couldn't look away. Tears begin to well up in my eyes, as 1 try to 
withdraw from the painful sight. “This is what could happen to me,” 1 whisper. 

Apprehensiveness fills my body as 1 realize what 1 said aloud to myself... “What has this poor 
man do to deserve this treatment?” 1 run back into the Edwards house, finding Lucy peering out 
the window in the direction that the incident was happening. “It’s a very unpleasant thing to 
witness. That is the master at his work,” Lucy says 

“If you are desperate for escape, there is a way. There various routes that can lead to free 
states. Some people 1 know attempted to escape and would show others documents like 
broadsides, sheet music, newspaper clipping, and reward posters and begin to plan an escape. 
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Some were successful, but many were caught and killed. It is almost impossible to escape from 
Master Edwards because when be sees a negro on bis property, be will claim them. And if they 
are not seen doing tbeir work, Edwards will track you down with bis bencbmen and do whatever 
it takes to find you and have you back in bis clutches. 1 cannot predict the cruel punishment be 
will give for escaping. This will not be an easy task. However, if you choose to embark on this 
journey, perhaps you will find these items very useful as they will help you along the way. Lucy 
bands me a bag full of remedial needs, clothing, food, weapons, books, even paper. “I think you 
will need it,” She adds. “1 suggest you take a left away from the scene that’s happening, go 
towards the path with no bouses and you will be in the woods. Be very cautious, as patrollers 
lurk around. However, a safe bouse is located in the woods. Perhaps you might find a conductor 
as well. You can tell the bouse is a safe bouse because there will be a lit lantern bung outside the 
house’s porch. From there, continue forward, and be aware. 1 wish you good fortune, Abigail. 1 
hope all is well,” Lucy says. 

1 begin to walk away from the bouse, realizing bow dark it was. It was almost as if 
everything was pitch black. 1 follow Lucy’s guidance; “Take a left away from the scene that’s 
happening, go towards the path with no houses and you ’ll end up in the woods. Be very cautious, 
as patrollers lurk around, ” 1 recite in my bead. 1 make a left from the bouse door, go towards the 
path of no bouses, and next thing 1 know I’m in the woods full of pine needle trees. 1 was 
constant with checking if there was someone watching me and if 1 beard footsteps in the leaves 
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and bushes. To my surprise, I saw a lamp illuminating in the distance. “That must be a safe 
bouse,” 1 say. 1 jog to tbe porcb and peer out tbe window. 1 walk to tbe back of tbe bouse, just 
to make sure nothing suspicious was there. 1 circle back to tbe front. 1 inhale and knock tbe 
door. I knock again, no answer. 1 peek inside and begin to walk around. “Greetings,” a little boy 
says walking toward me. “My name is Levi Coffin. What is yours?” He asks me as be looks into 
my eyes. 

“I’m Abigail. 1 say. ”Do you live here?” 1 ask. 

“Yes and no ma’am. Let me give you some food.” He says politely. 

“You’re too kind Levi. A friend of mine has told me this was a safe bouse. Is that right? 

“Yes. This is one of tbe many stations. When you have settled, we will be on our way to tbe next 
one. This is going to be a long journey, but I’ll be here to guide you. 1 know a way,’ ’ be says. 
“Levi, where are your parents?” 1 ask 

“1. 1 don’t know. Maybe 1 will tell you along tbe way,” Levi says contemplating. 

“Alright, Levi. Can ask something?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” 

“Are you a conductor?” 

“Yes ma’am. Lve been doing this since 1 was seven years old. 1 grew up with a white family, but 
at that age, I was already exposed to bow awful it is. When 1 was seven, 1 asked a black man who 
was in a chain gang why be was bound. be man replied that it was to prevent him from escaping 
and returning to bis wife and children. 1 could not imagine bow it would feel to be taken away 
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from my family. From there on, I made it my mission to help those escape. Also Abigail, we 
should get going soon. The evening is still young,” F~le reminds me. 

We walk outside, and trekked forward. Levi was able to successfully bring me to another hideout 
in what seems like to be two hours. The walk was mostly silent, except when Levi had to direct 
me. We went through some twists and turns, but I have a feeling things will become more 
complex as the days progress. 

1 know where to stay,” 

Thank you for helping through this,” 1 said. 

“It’s what 1 do,” Levi says. 

“Shall we continue on with our trek?” Levi asks as he begins to eat. 

“When you’re done,” 1 say. As he finished eating, we begin to walk away from our shelter and 
move forward for quite a while. Levi seems to be like a very mature, generous young man. F~le 
doesn’t look like a teenager, perhaps he is almost thirteen. 

“Levi, if you don’t feel comfortable telling me, that is alright. But where are your parents?” 1 ask 

“They. I’m not sure. 1 have not seen them in a long time. They were quakers in Guilford 

County, where 1 grew up. And they are like me. They help slaves escape. We would help slaves 
as a family, but we got separated. Even though we are, they promised me to keep taking care of 
people no matter what happens to them or me,’ he says looking at the sky pausing in his steps. 





I bet they are very proud of you,” I say 
...proud?” He questions staring into my eyes. 


45 


“Your parents will be bappy for taking care of people” 1 clarify stroking bis messy bair. How does 
be not know wbat that means tbougb?” 1 question. 

“Tbank you Abigail,” Levi says assured. 

We continue to talk about everything that bas happened when be was with bis parents and 
family. We talked about bis life was like at Guilford County. 

“Abigail?” 1 bear. 

“Yes, Levi?” 1 ask 

“Can we eat? 1 am very hungry,” be said. 

“Of course, 1 say as 1 wipe my eyes. We begin to eat. 

“Abigail, where are you from?” Levi asks. 

“Well... Lm from.... far away,” 1 say hesitantly. 

“1 see, you speak very well. My parents did not send me to school. 1 try to read from newspaper 
clippings and reward posters and other items papers that have writing,” Levi said somewhat 
sadly. “Well, I think we should begin to walk,” He continued. 

“Wait. Levi? Would you like to learn bow to read and write? Do you know bow to write?” 1 ask 
kindly. Levi nods bis bead no. 

1 bend down to reach bis height to look him in the eye. 

“1 would be bappy to teach you. We should start now?” 1 ask. He nods with excitement. 
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We begin our walking journey for tbe night. 1 gave Levi the book that I read all day which 
fortunately does not have a lot of complex words. To what I expected, Levi was an excellent 
reader with good pronunciation. He stumbled on a few words and stopped in his tracks to figure 
out how to say them correctly. 1 helped him out. Even Though it was dark, he held his light close 
to the book but let the sky give him light. 


“Abigail, we are getting very close to our arrival spot. The problem is that it wi 11 be more 
difficult because of the people here. They know that this place has a lot of slaves that attempt to 
escape. We must be very cautious and aware tonight,” Levi says in a whisper. 

“Understood, conductor. Let’s move,” 1 say bravely. We begin our trek for the 5th night, but 
tonight’s route was filled with twists and turns. We kept our talking to a minimum during the 
nighttime so we do not attract many people who may be in the forest. Before, the sun came up, 
it was a close call. 

“I remember there is was a barn around here. Let’s sleep there for the day. We walk towards the 
barn, until 1 heard a distinct scrape in the dirt from a distance. 1 pause, becoming apprehensive. 
“Levi, did you hear that?” 1 whisper quickly. 

“What is it that you heard? 1 heard noth-” 

“Shhhhhh,” 1 cut h im off as he talks in a somewhat loud voice. 

“Abigail, let’s continue,” he said pulling my arm. There it was again. 1 stop again, and this time 


Levi does too. 
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“He is holding a lamp. We will run to the barn,” Levi says instinctively. We sprint as quietly as 
we could into the barn, literally on meters away. 

“Drat. The door is locked. The window!” He pointed. Due to Levi’s size and height, he crawls in 
the barn first, and assists me. We crawl to the dark corner which was a blindspot from the 
window. 

“Is he coming?” Levi asks as he rolls into a ball. 1 peer out the window, noticing his lamp is 
inches away from the window. 1 get next to Levi and form a tiny ball within myself. 1 can see the 
lamp as li shines across the window. 1 also notice a face slowly get closer. It seems as if he 
glanced into the window and walked away. Must be a patrol. Thank goodness for the tint in the 
glass though. The both of us continue to walk again until the break of dawn. 

1 was finally able to sleep in the morning. This time, we slept in the open. Luckily, no one 
was around to see us. Narrow paths, and sm all hills are just some of the things that 1 had to walk 
through tonight. 

“Thi s was a short route,” 1 notice. 

“Yes, it was. 1 lead us through a shortcut,” Levi says. “Look up,” He adds. 1 take my glance off 
of Levi and direct it over yonder. 

“We are at a river. 1 forgot the name, but it is a lovely view,” Levi says looking out in at the 
river, surrounded by fields of wild grass and yellow flowers. 

“1 agree. Levi, would you like to take some time to read and write?” 1 ask. 
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“Yes please,” he said. I let him read to me and the next thing 1 know 1 am slowly falling asleep 
sitting up. Levi’s voice becomes quieter, and I’m wrapped in my own ball. 1 was in a world of 
peace. Until 1 felt a piece of cloth thrown on my body and hands aggressively on my body trying 
to stuff me into the cloth. 

“Hey!” 1 said. “Stop it! What are you doing? What’s going on? Levi?” 1 question scaredly. 

“You negroes should not be outside at this time! Especially you!” He yells. 

“Levi? Levi! LEVI!” 1 scream as loudly as 1 could. 1 kept screaming until my lungs give out and 
my throat began to hurt. 1 felt myself being tossed, thrown, kicked and dragged onto the dirt. 
Racial slurs flew out of the man’s mouth. 1 kick and squeal hoping to make them quieter, but I 
gave up fidgeting and decided to keep quiet and sleep. Retaliating would make me seem like 1 am 
perpetuating their actions. They would also see me as weak. Seems like 1 would have some 
shut-eye anyway. 

It’s morning when the men decide to release me from the sack they had me in all night. 1 cough 
as I inhale the fresh air. 

“Let me go!” 1 scream. As soon as 1 continue on, the men held my arms to my back and cover 
my mouth. They tie my hands and stuff cloth in my mouth to keep me from talking. 1 strangle 
and scream in the cloth. Absentmindedly, 1 didn’t realize they were tying my legs together and 
fell on the floor. They pick me up to my feet and push me under a tree. 

“Well, there she is. The negro I have been looking for,” 1 recognized that raspy voice, and beard. 
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“It’s . Him.... ” I think to myself and glare my eyes at him. He slowly walks towards me until 

he’s inches away from my face. 

“1 always knew you were pathetic...” He says and spits in my face. “Disgusting. Putrid. A 
disgrace in my house. And now, you are going to burn in hell. Die,” He says slowly pronouncing 
every word and strikes me across the face. He grips my neck, suffocating me. 

“Oh dear, he’s going to hang me. There is a noose around my neck. If he pulls, It’s over. I won’t 
be able to get home, ” 1 think to myself. 1 close my eyes. “If my life is going to end like this, so be 
it. Whatever happens to me, I pray that Levi will be safe and reunite with family, ” I pray, as a 
tear falls on my face. The noose lays loose on my body. 1 feel the rope slowly get tighter as 1 
ascend. 1 let my eyes remain closed. 1 refuse to see that man as 1 face my last moments alive. It’s 
around my neck. 1 wait, anticipating to have it tightened even more. 

“Abigail... everything will be fine,” 1 hear a faint whisper in the distance. “Who is that?” 1 think 
momentarily but focus on clearing my mind so 1 can be at peace with myself. Suddenly, 1 feel 
myself drop the ground. 1 untie the cloth in my mouth and feel my arms and ankles loosen from 


the 


rope s grip. 


“Levi!” 1 say. 


“We have to go,” He says frantically. 

“What the- Who are you boy?” The man screams. 

“None of your business William! ” 1 say reaching for my knife in my bag underneath my dress. 


“Master to you!” He screams. 
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“BACK AWAY! HOW DARE YOU DO THIS TO ME!” I scream holding a knife at 
William, guarding Levi behind my back. I pause. “If you do not keep quiet, I will kill you without 
hesitation,” I say with a shaky voice. 

“Whatever you say...” He says extremely close, walking away. As he walks away, his henchmen 
were armed. A gunshot flies out. 

“Run!” Levi says. We doge bullets as we keep running- making numerous twists, turns, and 
many more obstacles. We finally settle in a station, indicating it is certainly a safe place. 
“Goodness Abigail. 1 am sorry for abandoning you last night. 1 knew I should not have let you 
out of my sight,” he says looking in my eyes. 1 hold him tight and hug him. 

“Levi, you saved my life. 1 was close to death, but you were able to help me,” 

“I must get you home, no matter the circumstance,” He says as 1 tear up. 

“We should eat and sleep until the sun is gone,” He says with a hug. We eat, and continue to 
read and write. As soon as night hits, continue our journey. 


“Abigail, you are so close to meeting your destination. When we get there, 1 will let you 
cross your own path,” He says. 1 let my arms out and hug him tightly. 

“Levi?” 1 ask him as my voice cracks. 

“Yes, Abigail?” 


“Thank you for everything you have done for me. 1 would not have been able to get here without 


you, on the verge of freedom. Levi, you are an amazing kid, and you are very smart. Do not let 
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someone tell you otherwise. Your parents are very noble people and they have taught you well. 
During this time, not many kids are like you who see whites and people of color as equal just 
because of their skin color. In the future, it will get better. But right now, continue what you are 
doing. If you have a family in the future, please teach your children, and others to see everyone 
with eyes of love. Negroes are no different than you. They are human too,” 1 sincerely say with 
tears streaming down my face. 

“Yes, Abigail. 1 will remember what you have told me,” 

“I just cannot believe 1 have to let a wonderful child like you go. Goodbye Levi! ” 1 said bursting 
into tears. 

A small hand touches my back. “Abigail, you must go. 1 will miss you too. You have taught me a 
lot, and you are smart. And 1 know you care for me, a lot. You almost feel like a mother to me,” 
Levi says as he wipes my tears. “Also,” He adds, “You do not need to miss me. Think as if 1 was 
with you after this. 1 have something for you, Abigail,” He says he firmly grasps my hand. A 
silver necklace glimmers in my hand. When you did not see me this morning, 1 went out to find 
something for you since we were close to our destination. 1 chose it because it reminds me of 
you, a beautiful, true gem. 

“You are so kind Levi, thank you,” 1 say with another hug. 

“I must get going by now,” 1 say. After a kiss on his forehead, 1 say, “Goodbye Levi,” 
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“Goodbye Abigail,” He says waving and watching me walk away. “1 am literally meters away 
from freedom,” 1 tell myself. Let's keep walking. Although, something felt different. 1 walked 
past a tree, and the tingling sensation came crawling back starting at the soles of my feet 
“Abi gaill, you forgot your jour-” a faint voice was calling me in the distance. It had to have been 
Levi. Weakness reigned my body as 1 began to close endure the tingling sensation once again. 
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